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THIS YEAR'S 
GOOD FAIRY 


Dunworthy was a quiet village some 
way from the nearest town; an 
attractive little place but generally 
with very little going on, especially in 
winter. However for several years 
now Andrew Rushworth, the vicar, 
had produced a play at Christmas. 
These dramatic productions were 
always very popular both with 
audiences and participants. The plays 
were sometimes written by Mr 
Rushworth or he would adapt from 
some existing work. They were 
always Christmassy and always had a 
part for a Good Fairy. 


Mr Rushworth routinely gave the part 
of the Good Fairy to a teenage girl in 
the 16 to 18 year age range, on 
attractive one needless to say. As the 
Good Fairy she would get to wear a 
swish dress, white or silvery coloured, 
with a glittery crown, and generally 
look very glamorous. Also the Good 
Fairy never had very much to say so 
the role was not intellectually 
demanding. These factors meant that 
the part was always especially sought 
after, both by girls themselves and by 
their mothers. 


Last year Gemma Gilvert had been 
the lucky girl and her mother 
Georgina the lucky parent, together 
with Gemma's father James, able to 
bask in the heady pleasure of having 
Gemma up there on the stage in the 
village hall looking absolutely 
stunning. Gemma was not going to be 
available this year; she was now 18 
and away at university and probably 
would not be home for Christmas. In 
any case Mr Rushworth liked to have 


a new girl each year. So the field was 


wide open. 


Could that perhaps have led to some 
sort of underhand dealing 


One fancied candidate this year must 
be Sylvie Fenford, a very pretty 
blonde of 17. Asfar as her mother was 
concerned Sylvie was absolutely the 
only candidate worthy of 
consideration. Indeed Veronica 
Fenford thought Sylvie should have 
took it last year, but it had gone 
instead to Gemma Gilvert. How had 
that come about? Could it be related 
to the fact that the Fenfords were 
relative newcomers to the village, and 
Simon Fenford, Sylvie's father, was a 
commuter and not locally employed 
or in business. Could that perhaps 
have led to some sort of underhand 


dealing on the part of Gemma's 
mether (the Gilverts of course were 
long-time residents). Veronica 
thought it quite possible; and she was 
not put off by Simon pooh-poohing 
this idea. Men could be very innocent 
at times. 


Anyway last year was now so much 
water under the bridge — but what if 
a similar thing happened again! There 
were other girls. Emily Greene for 
one. Not a patch on Gemma in looks 
or poise or anything of course — but 
the Greenes were another | local 
family. 


Andrew Rushworth, the vicar, had 
produced a play at Christmas. These 
dramatic productions were always 
very popular both with audiences and 
participants. 


Veronica told herself she had to go 
and see Georgina Gilvert. Mother to 
mother on a confidential basis. 
Fortunately she had kept on good 
terms with Gemma's mother in spite 
of last year's great disappointment. 
And as Gemma wasn't involved this 
year why shouldn't they have a frank 
chat? 


Georgina didn't want to say. 
Anything. She could guess why 
Veronica Fenford had invited her 
round to tea. Yes, the Good Fairy 
part. The fact was of course that 
Gemma had won it fair and square. 
And anything else had been just a 
little insurance. To prevent the vicar 
being got at by some other scheming 
parent. Not necessarily Veronica 
Fenford of course but ... well anyone. 
And now it ws over and done with. 
Gemma had got the part last year and 
was not interested this year. 


But she could see  Veronica's 
problem. Her fear. Well the same 
thing could happen this year. The 
thing Georgina had been afraid of last 
year. Some girl getting the part by 
underhand means. That Emily 
Greene for instance. Georgina wasn’t 
at all keen on Emily’s mother; Helen 
Greene was always trying to give 
herself airs and graces. Well what if 
she found out and had then told Emily 
what she should do. Because the vicar 
was rather a weak man. In that 


respect. No doubt he could easily be 
persuaded. 


Yes. So perhaps all in all she should 
just mention something. To 
Veronica. Who had been very decent 
about Gemma winning, no snide 
remarks or anything. 

It was a difficult subject. And nothing 
at all to do with being newcomers or 
anything like that, as Veronica had 
somehow imagined. Oh no, nothing 
like that. But very difficult to know 
exactly how to put it. Well you 
couldn't very well just boldly say that 
Mr Rushworth liked teenage girls' 
bottoms. That he liked to take a girl's 
knickers down. Bare her bottom. and 
then give it a smacking. No, it wasn't 
easy to say that. Even if it was 
essentially true. But it was what 
Veronica needed to know. To 
forestall any possible move on Helen 
Greene's part. 


Because Helen Greene might find 
out. If she didn't know already.. And 
Emily would be told what to do. 
Specifically to indicate to Mr 
Rushworth that she wasn’t averse to 
her knickers coming down. For the 
purposes of a little corporal 
discipline. 


You couldn't very well just boldly say 
that Mr Rushworth liked teenage 
girls’ bottoms. That he liked to take a 
girl's knickers down. 


That of course was what Georgina 
had told Gemma last year. As an 
insurance unless some other girl did 
the same. It had certainly been an 
effective insurance. Gemma had got 
the part — as she would have anyway. 
Even if she hadn't told Mr Rushworth 
he could take her knickers down, etc. 
And nov ... well if Veronica wanted a 
little insurance for Sylvie ... 


No, it wasn't at all easy but Georgina 
did finally manage to convey the 
message. Did Veronica know, she 
wondered, shifting her bottom a little 
on her hostess’s smart settee, 


that Mr Rushworth had a certain little 
foible? Quite a harmless foible of 
course. (And really it was harmless, 
as Georgina had convinced herself. 
Well it wasn't as if the vicar liked 
actually doing it to teenage girls.) 


No, it appeared Veronica didn't 
know. As Georgina had suspected. 
She had no idea! But then, not many 
people. did know, the vicar didn't 
exactly trumpet it from the rooftops. 
Georgina herself had only found out 
from her friend Sally Cannock (whose 
daughter Julia had been the Good 
Fairy two years ago!). 


‘Ah well, the fact is ... In strictest 
confidence of course The vicar 
does like ah ... to know that if 
necessary he can give a girl a little .. ah 
... discipline. In private of course.’ 
Georgina forced a little laugh. ‘Well I 
suppose he's just a little bit old- 
fashioned.' 


‘Discipline?’ Veronica queried. But 
at that word she thought she might 
just guess. 


“Yes. You know.’ Georgina’s forced 
little laugh again. ‘Smacking.’ 


‘No .. ah ... smacking her bottom ..?' 
Veronica queried. 


‘Yes. That's it. 
‘With ... her knickers down?’ 


‘Yes. I think so. I believe that is what 
he prefers." 


Georgina had got over the worst part 
and felt some relief. ‘Well I think you 
should know. Because if someone 
else knew, I mean someone like 


Helen Greene, and maybe she does 
know, well it would give her Emily an 
unfair advantage. Which was what I 
thought last year of course. And why 
I told Gemma that just in case, she 
should ... ah indicate to Mr 
Rushworth.’ 

Veronica Fenford put down her tea 
cup with a slightly trembling hand. 
This had all come as something of a 
shock! ‘And did he ..? The vicar. Did 
hes dot.» 


‘Yes. Yes he did.’ That nervous laugh 
again. ‘Well I think as a kind of joke. 
In a jokey way. But yes, he did.’ 


‘Took Gemma’s knickers down? And 
spanked her bare bottom?’ 


‘Yes,’ Georgina affirmed. ‘In a jokey 
sort of way as I say. Yes.” 


Veronica was finding it all a bit 
difficult to take. This was how Gemma 


had won. And Sylvie had lost! It was 
an effort not to make some bitter 
remark, but she managed it — just. 
Instead she asked, ‘What about 
Emily. I mean did she also ..?’ 


Georgina said she didn't know. It was 
possible. But of course if he had been 
given the green light to spank both 
girls’ bottoms then Gemma would 
have won anyway. 


‘Anyway I thought I should tell you. I 
mean Sylvie should get it this year. 


She's a lovely girl. And I wouldn't like 
to see that Emily Greene edging her 
out unfairly.’ 


Veronica had another question. Was 
it just the once that he .. ah ... wanted 
to do it? To Gemma. Or more than 
just once?’ 


Georgina said, ‘Ah... more than once 
I believe.’ 


‘Perhaps ... it was at every practice? 
Every private practice, that is. And I 


daresay there were quite a few of 
those.’ 


Georgina claimed not to know. She 
said she had never asked Gemma 


about the actual number of. 
Occurrences. 
ES * * 


Well Mr Rushworth did seem to have a 
soft spot for teenage girls. And it 
didn't take much of a mental jump to 
go from that. 


So now Veronica knew! To think that 
such goings-on could take place in 
tranquil Dunworthy. Right under her 
nose, so to speak! It was scarcely 
credible. But at the same time it was 
all too credible. Well Mr Rushworth 
did seem to have a soft spot for 
teenage girls. And it didn’t take much 
of a mental jump to go from that to 
picturing him smacking their 
bottoms. Bare bottoms! 

Yes, at least Veronica now knew. 
And there was no point in worrying 
about last year, when if she had been 
in the know and had correspondingly 
counselled her daughter ... well Sylvie 
would have won, Veronica was quite 
sure about that. But no, no point in 
thinking about might-have-beens, it 
was this year that had to be 
considered. 


Confronting him with it. And saying 
that if he didn’t give Sylvie the part she 
would ... expose him? 


Veronica had the fleeting thought of 
going to see the vicar with her newly- 
acquired knowledge. Confronting 
him with it. And saying that if he 
didn’t give Sylvie the part she would 
... expose him? It was only a fleeting 
thought. Because for one thing he 
could simply deny it. And if the others 
involved denied it too, as no doubt 
they would. 


No that wasn’t the way. The way was 
to play the game. And as Georgina 
said, it wasn't anything really, was it? 
Just a jokey kind of thing. Spanking a 
girl's bottom. Spanking ... Sylvie's 
bottom No, it wasn't anything 
serious. It wasn't as if he wanted ... 
well, intercourse. Nothing like that. 
And Sylvie really did want that part. 
The Good Fairy. And she should have 
It. 


Veronica decided to keep this new- 
found and rather scandalous 
knowledge to herself. Well, to herself 
and Sylvie. Sylvie naturally would 
have to know. But not Simon. Simon 
quite possibly would not understand. 


* * * 


Andrew Rushworth was naturally 


most delighted when at the first 
preliminary audition Sylvie Fenford 
quickly made her position clear. 


Ah Mr Rushworth ... PI work really, 
really hard at the part. If I get it. But 
if you were to think I should be trying 
even harder, well, I wouldn't mind if 
you wanted to .. you know ...' 


..? If I wanted to ... 


‘Ah ... what 


what?’ 


‘Smack me. Smack my bottom. If you 
wanted to. No, I wouldn't mind.’ 

Well what could be clearer or more 
cooperative than that? This most 
delightful girl making absolutely plain 
her wish to cooperate to the fullest 
extent. Just like, in fact, Gemma 
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Gilvert had last year. 


And Sylvie was looking delightful for 
her audition. Sitting opposite him 
now in his cosy sitting room at the 
rectory, with a glass of lemonade on 
the coffee table at her side. Wearing a 


charming pale blue frock which set off 
her blonde locks. Also the frock's 
short skirt, in Sylvie's sitting position, 
showed off her pretty knees and an 
inch or two of delictable thigh as well. 


Yes quite delightful. And he knew 


also that what Sylvie was sitting in, 
her bottom in other words, was quite 
delightful too. He had lightly fondled 
it in the process of helping her off with 
her coat in the entrance hall. And he 
had every reason to suppose that if he 
were to get to see it fully, to bare it in 


fact, and then, yes, to handle it — 
Sylvie's bottom would prove quite 
adorable. 

Andrew Rushworth did have some 
idea already that Sylvie Fenford was 
in possession of a lovely bottom. 
From last year this time, when she had 


also auditioned for the part. But last 
year he had gone no further than the 
light bottom fondling in helping her 
off with her coat. Sylvie had not last 
year come up with any such helpful 
statement regarding a wish to be 
cooperative. And then Gemma 


Gilvert, equally delightful, had. A 
declaration very like the one Sylvie 
had just made. Regarding the 
availability of her bottom. So that 
naturally had decided matters. 


It was perhaps remarkable, if you 


thought about it. How generally each 
year there would be a candidate, and 
a very attractive one, who would have 
the good sense to indicate something 
in that direction. Advised by her 
mother? Well it would seem so. 
Because if he pursued that line he 
generally found a welcome 
reassurance. As he did now from 
Sylvie. 


‘Oh no. My mother wouldn’t mind. 
No. Yes, she said so.’ 


That naturally made a man feel very 
happy. That reassurance. Not that 

- there was any crime in smacking a 16 
or 17-year-old girl’s bottom with her 
permission. None at all. But a 
parental green light too, well that was 
nice to have. 


Because Andrew Rushworth did very 
much like smacking pretty girls’ 
bottoms. And his Christmas play with 
its Good Fairy was his special 
Christmas treat to himself. He looked 
forward to it greatly. Looked forward 
to the auditions and then the start of 
rehearsals. Those private rehearsals 
with his Good Fairy. 


In fact Andrew felt very much like 
starting right now. Without any delay. 
This delectable girl sitting opposite 
who was, as it were, asking for it. Yes 
indeed. It did rather get a man’s 
emotions, his hormones, going. Yes, 
an overwhelming need to start right 
away. 


So he made the suggestion. 


‘Uh ... you mean right now ...?’ 
queried the sweet girl. 


He said yes. He thought so. Asa sort 
of trial. 


Don’t let him do it unless he’s giving 
you the part. 


“Well ... OK than ...' And then Sylvie 
remembered. What her mother had 
told her. Don’t let him do it unless he’s 


giving you the part. 

Mr Rushworth assured her he was. 
Definitely. ‘if you're nice and 
cooperative, Sylvie. With the 


spanking I mean.’ 


Sylvie assured him that she would be. 
And to prove it asked obligingly, 
‘Shall I take my knickers off then?’ 


How charming! A really charming 

- young lady. With all the makings ofan 
excellent Good Fairy. As Andrew 
Rushworth smiled benignly Sylvie 
stood up. And with a quick and 
graceful movement reached up under 
her pretty dress. To slide down her 
brief briefs, in matching pale blue. 
Down and right off over first one and 
then the other of her white high-heeled 
sandals. 


And then turning, she presented her 
rear view to the vicar. Her back. And 
more especially her bottom. As, with a 
nervous giggle, she flirtily lifted her 
skirt. Right up round her waist. To 
present it all. Those two ripe, round 
moons. Quite bare. 


* * *. 


Well, how did it go?' Veronica asked 
just slightly anxiously on her 
daughter's return. 


And then, as Sylvie gave a smirky 
smile, *Oh darling, yes?' 


‘Look!’ the smirky girl announced 
triumphantly. And pulled out of a 
plastic bag the Good Fairy dress. 
Holding it up. It was of white gauzy 
material, sleeveless and ankle-length. 
And quite transparent. 


‘For the show I wear a slip 
underneath, Sylvie explained. ‘So 
that I'm not showing everything. And 
I think also when I’m rehearsing with 
the others in the play. But .. ah... for 
rehersals just with Mr Rushworth he 
said I would wear only the dress. 
Well, I think with just knickers 
underneath. He said that way there is 
more freedom for movement. I can be 
more expressive.” 


‘Tm quite sure you can,’ her mother 
said. ‘And no doubt Mr Rushworth 
too. Has he ... ah ... been expressive 
with his hand already? Did he want to 
do it?' 


Flushing slightly Sylvie said yes. Mr 
Rushworth had wanted to spank her 
bottom. To sort of test her out, he had 
said. But she had remembered what 
her mother had told her and made 
sure she was getting the part before 
agreeing to it. And then ... she had 
asked if she should take her knickers 
off. And Mr Rushworth had said yes. 
Definitely. 


Veronica wanted to know it all of 
course. As mothers do. All! Could 
Sylvie tell it all ... She didn't think she 
could. And she wasn't sure her 
mother needed to know it all. 


Most of it of course. There was no real 
problem with most of it. 


After seeing her bottom he had 
naturally wanted her over his lap. 
Right away. 


She had let Mr Rushworth see her 
bottom. After taking her knickers off. 

And then after seeing her bottom he 
had naturally wanted her over his lap. 

Right away. Because no doubt the 
sight of Sylvie's lovely bare bottom 
had produced in Mr Rushworth an 
urgent urge to do it. Spank it, that is. 
And so he did. 

‘It really hurt! But I didn’t complain. 
Well not really. I s'pose I made a bit of 
noise, I couldn't help it. But not really 
complaining. Not telling him to stop.’ 


I'm sure you were very brave, her 
mother said. ‘And was he only ... ah 

. spanking. Was there any ... you 
know ... fondling? Feeling’ 


‘No,’ Sylvie said. 


Was that true? Well, there hadn't 
been, not really. Not at that point. Mr 
Rushworth had had an erection, 
Sylvie had been able to feel it quite 
clearly underneath her. But there 
hadn't been any real feeling up, at 
that point. It had just mainly been the 
spanking. And it had hurt. 


With nothing underneath the dress 
except the brief white knickers. No 
bra. Mr Rushworth had said she had 
very nice boobs. And he had played 
with them. 


Afterwards of course there had been 
more of it. Feeling. After that the first 
time over his lap, when she.had put 
the Good Fairy dress on. And that 
silvery tiara-sort-of-thing on her 
head. With nothing underneath the 
dress except the brief white knickers. 
No bra. Mr Rushworth had said she 
had very nice boobs. And he had 
played with them. Fondling through 
that very thin gauzy stuff. Making 
Sylvie's nipples erect. Sticking out 
like pink cherries. No, she didn't tell 
her mother this. : 
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And then it had been over his lap 
again. The Good Fairy dress pulled 
up and the Good Fairy knickers slid 
down. More spanking of Sylvie's 
pretty bottom. Yes painful again. 
And this time quite a bit more of the 
feeling. Quite a bit more. Sylvie didn't 
consider her mother needed to now 
this. Not at all. But the vicar's hand 
now going in between her legs. She 
had been expecting something of this. 
Not that she'd really had it before 
from anyone, Sylvie was rather 
inexperienced, but from talking to 
other girls. 


Yes. His hand eventually right there. 
With fingers inside. It had made her 
gasp. But she hadn't tried to stop it. 
No. Not at all. In fact ... it had been 
super. Better than doing it herself. A 
lot more exciting. She had come! Mr 
Rushworth had brought her off! 
Twice in fact! 


But naturally you didn't want to tell 
your mother that. 


Veronica didn't completely believe 
her daughter. She couldn't believe Mr 
Rushworth hadn't done any fondling. 
Not when he'd had Sylvie over his lap 
on two occasions with her knickers off 
and each, it seemed, for quite an 
extended period. No, she couldn't 
really believe that. She would have 
another talk.to Sylvie later. More 
probing perhaps. 


Yes, she told herself, it would be 
necessary to have a further talk. To 
stress to Sylvie to be careful. Well it 
was easy for one thing to lead to 
another. And (Veronica shuddered at 
the very thought) Sylvie didn't want 
to find herself .. pregnant. 


But Andrew Rushworth wasn't 
interested in that sort of thing, was 
he? It was just the spanking. OK, a bit 
of fondling too. But nothing more. 
Well, as far as we know. That was 
what Georgina Gilvert told Veronica. 
And it was what Gemma told her 
mother. But ... girls of that age don't 
always tell their mothers the while 
truth. (As we have seen already with 
Sylvie). And girls of that age are open 
to persuasion. They can be persuaded 
to try things. Different things. A girl 
of that age can be quite interested in 
trying things. 


Can't wait to return to the vicarage for 
her next practice. Which will include 
no doubt another session over Mr 
Rushworth's lap. His hand whacking 
down! Which is painful but also a 
turn-on! 


Well anyway, no doubnt Sylvie will be 
sensible. If there is any suggestion of 
anything else. Right now she is feeling 
really good. She can't wait to tell her 
friends she is going to be the Good 
Fairy this year! And also ... can't wait 


to return to the vicarage for her next 
practice. Which will include no doubt 
another session over Mr Rushworth's 
lap. His hand whacking down! Which 
is painful but also a turn-on! And then 
his hand between her legs! Which is 


very definitely a turn-on! 


END 
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CAN'T TAKE IT 


“The cane,” queried Melissa, 
eyes wide. 
Of course, said this girl Diane. 
*C A N on you B U M. That's the 
first thing to learn about this place. 
At any excuse, or of course no 
excuse|at all, it's the cane on your 
bum. That's the favourite form of 
enjoyment for Mr Hearne and those 
others.| I mean caning a girl's 
bottom|s got to beat watching 
Coronation Street, hasn't it?’ 
Mellssas big brown eyes 
registered disbelief. ‘It’s true,’ 
agreed [he other girl, Lucinda. And 
ink an write home to 
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The other two had come noisily in 
and introduced themselves; Lucinda, 
brunette like Melissa, Diane, .a 
blonde. They were both 17, like 
Melissa, both also, again like the 
newcomer, pretty, shapely girls. In 
fact all the pupils at Pinecroft 
School, all in the 17 to 18 age group, 
came in the 'pretty and shapely' 
class. Mr Hearne had sufficient 
applicants that he could afford to 
pick and choose; and he chose to 
keep his numbers down to ten or 
thereabouts. Space considerations 
and also — well, did one man and his 
two assistants need more than ten 
girls’ bottoms at any one time? 
Fees? Oh yes, James Hearne liked 
the fees but he also had money of his 
own, so he wasn't desperate. No, ten 
was a nice number. Melissa Browne, 
arriving on this June Thursday 
afternoon made up that figure, one 
‘Finished’ young lady having 
recently left. ‘Graduated’ as Mr 
Hearne grandly termed it, taking 
with her an impressive-looking 
diploma of James Hearne's own 
designing. 

Melissa, sitting on her bed, gave 
the other two a hard stare. The 
chances were very good that they 
were having her on about this 
caning, assuming that as she had 
just left regular school Melissa was a 
bit green. ‘Oh well,’ she said, ‘PI 
just have to take it like everyone 
else, I suppose.' She produced what 
she thought was a  nonchalent 
expression. In fact the thought of 
being caned by Mr Hearne who was 
40ish and rather impressive looking 
with a beard was nothing short of 
mind-boggling. Had this girl 
Lucinda actually referred to taking 
knickers down? 
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Perhaps it was best to change the 
subject. ‘Uh, what's it like here? I 
mean apart from the caning. I mean 
can we get out at all, into the town? 
Are there any...ah...’ 

‘Boys?’ prompted Lucinda and 
Melissa, trying not to blush, said 
yes. 


Diane, sitting opposite on the 
chair, leant forward. 'We're not 
allowed out much, unless you've got 
a good excuse, and not at all in the 
evening. Mr Hearne's afraid of 
course that we want to get out and 
get laid.’ Diane's pink tongue came 
out to wet full pink lips. ‘But it is 
possible,’ she added breathlessly. 
‘And if you want to get laid we know 
a super boy, don’t we, Lu?’ 

This time Melissa couldn’t help 
colouring. The very use of that 
expression ‘get laid’ made her feel 
hot. She had not done that at all, not 
ever, not yet. And the very thought 
of it made her go all hot and cold, 
perhaps even more than the thought 
of being caned on her bare bottom by 
this Mr Hearne. 

‘Uh; well..." 

‘We can get you a date,’ said 
Diane, bright-eyed. ‘Greg is very 
good. He's only a sort of car 
mechanic but a girl can't always be 
choosy about such matters. I mean 
it's a matter of need, isn't it?' 


Melissa heard herself somehow 
agree that it was. 

*An afternoon is OK,' explained 
Lucinda. 'Greg can usually get off 
from his job for an hour and you can 
go round to his house because his 
parents are out at work. I always 
think getting laid in the middle of the 
afternoon is frightfully, marvellously 
decadent, don't you? And especially 
of course by a humble member of the 
working classes.’ 

Melissa was rather lost for 
words. How had this conversation 
started? 

Diane said, 'We'll fix you up, 
don't worry.' She giggled. ‘Greg is 
really well built, if you know what I 
mean!’ Melissa swallowed and 
blinked. 

'You are game, aren't you, 
Melissa?' queried Diane. 

The new girl forced herself to say 
*Oh yes'. It might of course be that 
they were kidding, in the same way 
that she was sure they were kidding 
about the caning. Lucinda asked if 


she had a regular boyfriend. 

‘Oh yes,’ answered Melissa, who 
in fact did not have either a regular 
boyfriend or a non-regular one. 

‘Don’t worry about that,’ 
counselled Lucinda. ‘What he 
doesn’t know won’t concern him. 
And we are talking about a person’s 
biological needs, aren’t we?’ 

Melissa said yes of course they 
were. 

At that point there could be no 
more discussion of biological need or 
getting laid, or indeed getting the 
cane, because without a knock or 
anything like that the door abruptly 
opened. It was Mr Hearne, the 
hander-out, if Diane and Lucinda 
were to be believed, of canings to 
girls’ bare bottoms. ‘What’s all 
this?’ he inquired. A fishwives’ 
meeting? Yatter, yatter, yatter! 
Haven’t you two got something to 
do?’ 

“You two’ obviously meant 
Lucinda and Diane who with Melissa 
had quickly got to their feet. ‘On 
your way, he said. ‘I wish to have a 
private chat with our new arrival.’ 

‘Yes sir.’ They scurried out, 
Diane first giving Melissa a wide- 
eyed look that presumably meant 
something or other. Mr Hearne 
helped them on their way by aiming 
a slap at each bottom in turn. 
Melissa, seeing these slaps, felt her 
heart racing. He couldn't really, 
could he? Cane...your bare bottom... 

Mr Hearne told Melissa to sit 
down and he himself sat in the chair 
vacated by Diane. He smiled 
amiably. Was she settling in all 
right? He hoped those other two 
hadn't been filling her head with 
subversive thoughts. Melissa 
produced a nervous little smile of her 
own and shook her head. Apart from 
the startling thought of the cane Mr 
Hearne was a bit scary anyway 
because at Melissa's previous school 
it had been all woman teachers. 

He went on to outline the 
curriculum. Some academic subjects 
to provide a girl with a smattering of 
culture, supplemented with each 
subjects as social poise, etiquette, 
also something on fashion etc, from 
a lady who visited. As well there was 
a ful programme of physical 
activities: gym, ballet, sports. Did 
Melissa do any sports? 

Flushing slightly Melissa said 
she did athletics. She had got 4-star 
awards for long jump and 100 
metre sprint. Mr Hearne said that 
was excellent, he could see she had a 
nice athletic figure. He asked 
Melissa to stand. 

‘Oh yes, Mr Hearne said. 
Melissa was in blouse and skirt. The 
tightish pink blouse showed off her 
firm, full tits to good advantage and 
that was where Mr Hearne was 
looking. He asked her to come 
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closer, and turn round. ‘Ah yes,’ he 
said this time and Melissa gave a 
little jump. Mr Hearne's hand had 
gripped a thigh through her loose 
cotton skirt. 

As she stood, pulse racing again, 
the hand squeezed...and then slid 
up Mr Hearne, sitting behind her, 
was saying, 'Oh yes, nice firm 
thighs.’ And then he was saying, 
‘It’s the muscles of the buttocks of 
course that are the real force for 
running. As he said this Mr 
Hearne's hand had moved up onto 
Melissa's bottom. 

She could feel herself sweating. 
The hand embarked on a thorough 
study of her rear, presumably in 
terms of its running potential; in fact 
it seemed. merely groping and 
feeling up. 

After quite a bit of this Mr 
Hearne got to his feet and turned 
Melissa round towards him. His 
face, what you could see of it where 
there wasn't the beard, looked 
slightly flushed — certainly not as 
flushed as Melissa's though. He 
smiled — and asked did Melissa 
have a boyfriend. 

It was more or less the same 
question that Lucinda had asked. 
This time Melissa answered a 
truthful ‘No sir.' Mr Hearne smiled 
again. 'That's all right then: so you 
won't be missing him, eh?’ 

Mr Hearne put both hands on 
Melissa's slim waist. ‘I want you to 
look on this place as home, Melissa. 
If you have any problems I want you 
to come to me with them. I want you 
to look on me as a father figure — or 
shall we say a favourite uncle. Got 
that?’ 

Melissa said, ‘yes sir, Mr 
Hearne pulled her forward and in 
what was presumably a favourite 
uncle manner his arms went round, 
drawing her tight to him. Melissa's 
firm tits were squeezed into his shirt 
front and down below it seemed that 
something else sticking out was 
squeezed against Melissa. She felt a 
bit faint, with a sort of buzzing in her 
head. Mr Hearne was exploring her 
bra strap with one hand and the 
other was at her bottom again. 

Mr Hearne's bearded face was 
very close, his mouth almost 
touching Melissa's ear. He was 
talking again, softly. But in spite of 
the buzzing in her head Melissa 
could hear quite clearly. He was 
talking about discipline. Had her 
mother mentioned discipline to her? 
Melissa, still feeling faint, produced 
a whispered ‘No sir.' Discipline had 
a high priority at Pinecroft School, 
he said. Nowadays with all the 
temptations in modern life a girl 
needed discipline to cope. He had 
a good chat with her mother about 
this and she was in full agreement. 

"The cane, Melissa. The word 
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popped out, soft and almost innocent 
sounding. ‘I don't believe you have 
had the cane before.’ 

Could Mr Hearne be saying this? 
Could she perhaps be dreaming? 
Could she also be dreaming that she 
was standing like this with Mr 
Hearne's arms round her playing 
with her bottom and with her boobs 
pressed into Mr Hearne's chest and 
Mr Hearne's big thing pressing into 
her? All of it was way beyond 
Melissa's experience. 

She heard herself produce 
another frightened little ‘No sir'. So 
if she wasn't dreaming, it was true 
what those two, Diane and Lucinda, 
had said. As a little aside she 
thought: maybe therefore it was also 
true about getting laid by this boy 
Greg. 

Mr Hearne gave a final two- 
handed grope and then let go of 
Melissa's bottom. He stood back. 
Yes, there was no doubt he was a 
little flush-faced. 

‘I must go for a moment and sign 


some letters before the post. But I'll 
come right back and we can continue 
our little chat. In the meantime, 
Melissa, why don't you get into your 
athletics kit? l'd like to see that.’ 

He moved to the door, then 
stopped with an afterthought. 'Oh, I 
don't know if you wear a bra when 
running, but anyway leave it off. I'd 
like to see your whole shape, if you 
see what I mean.’ 

Mr Hearne went out. Melissa 
stared at the closed door and weakly 
shook her head. She had only arrived 
here at Pinecroft school something 
like half an hour ago. And now... 

When Mr Hearne very shortly 
returned he was different, not now in 
his shirt sleeves. He had on his 
jacket and also his academic gown. 
More importantly, though, in his 
hand was a long thin cane. 

‘Ah very nice,’ he said when he 
had carefully closed the door behind 
him. Because Melissa had quickly 
changed, into her blue sports 
knickers and white running vest. She 


had also removed her bra. Melissa 
was not at all happy about this part 
of it because she had well developed 
boobs and through the thin white 
vest you could see every detail of 
them including of course Melissa's 
nipples. Mr Hearne, coming close, 
said, 'Very nice' again. And simply 
put his hand, the one not holding the 
cane, on one of Melissa’s tits. 
Squeezing it and then in particular 
squeezing the nipple with his 
fingers. 

This was undoubtedly a shock 
and Melissa squealed, but what was 
just as much a shock was that cane in 
his hand. Half her mind remained on 
the cane while the rest of course had 
to be thinking about the boob- 
hand. it was a real shock to the 
system, that hand, but at the same 
time not entirely an unpleasant one, 
because at 17 a girl's boobs have got 
to the stage when being squeezed 
and groped by a male hand is not 
entirely unwelcome — though 
clearly you do not expect it from the 


Head of this chool you’ve been sent 
to. But at the same time there was 
that cane. 

After a bit of groping, first 
Melissa’s right boob and then. the 
left, Mr Hearne let go. ‘You have a 
really lovely shape, Melissa. Now 
what I intend to do is introduce you 
to the cane, as you haven't had it 
before. So you know what to expect, 
so to speak. Would you please kneel 
up on the chair?’ 3 

Batting her eyes and with her 
nipples now sticking firmly out, 
Melissa stood rooted to the spot you 
could say. Sir. . IJ h...haven't done 
anything sir.' i 

Mr Hearne smiled. ‘I didn’t say 
you had, Melissa, I explained why I 
am caning you; didn’t you 
understand?’ As he said this his 
hand came behind Melissa, to get 
her moving. His hand at the tightly- 
knickered bottom to push her 
towards the chair, at the same time 
helping itself to a good grope. 

With a squeal Melissa stumbled 
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forward and up on the chair. To 
kneel up, as Mr Hearne instructed, 
her hands holding on to the chair 
back. He bent her head down. And 
then with a good firm yank pulled 
her sports knickers right up into the 
cleft of her bottom. So that Melissa's 
bum was virtually bare. 

Melissa was still quivering all 
over from that, her knickers yanked 
into a narrow band between her legs, 
her bottom bare, when: Crack!...the 
cane landed shatteringly across both 
bared cheeks. She let out a wild yelp; 
it was quite the worst pain Melissa 
had ever felt: a sting like a thousand 
bees all at once. 

‘Keep still!’ barked Mr Hearne. 
‘Don’t move!’ Crack!... 

The second was if anything worse 
than the first- How could you keep 
still? She couldn't, there was no way 
Melissa could keep her bottom still. 
Somehow, though, she managed to 
stay in position holding onto the 
chair back. There were four 
devastating strokes in that position 
and then Mr Hearne was telling 
Melissa to kneel up straight, let go of 
the chair and put her hands on her 
head. 

Crack! ...The cane again whistled 
in to Melissa's poor, shell-shocked 
bottom. ‘Keep nice and still, Miss,’ 
he said again. Oh Jesus Christ! 

How many more were there like 
that? Melissa didn't really know, it 
was all now somewhat hazy. She was 
dimly aware though that sometime 
later Mr Hearne was sliding her 
knickers down, down round her 
thighs; and pulling her top up, up 
above her boobs. His hands on the 
fiery flesh of her bottom, and also on 
her bare boobs which somehow felt 
red hot as well. 

"This is Greg,’ said Diane, 
grinning. ‘Greg, this is Melissa 
who’s just arrived. Look, we haven’t 
got long but Melissa's very keen 
to...you know...’ 

In fact Melissa wasn’t very keen; 
if the truth were known she didn’t 
want to do it at all, but there was no 
way you could say that, they would 
think you were some kind of prude or 
something. 

It was Friday afternoon, the day 
after that awful, mind-boggling, 
bottom-scorching introduction to 
Pinecroft Finishing School. Melissa 
and Diane had got an afternoon pass 
out, Diane goifig to Mr Hearne and, 
batting big blue eyes at him, saying 
she wanted to take Melissa to the 
Public Library. ‘A two-hour pass,’ 
Mr Hearne said firmly. ‘Don’t be 
late or you both know what to 
expect.’ 

Yes Melissa did know now, in no 
uncertain terms. Outside the Head’s 
room Diane said confidentially, ‘Two 
hours is plenty of time. It’s only 20 
minutes on our bikes into town. And 
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I’ve phoned Greg and he'll be home. 
Greg is pretty quick — but of course 
he might want a second go.' 

Melissa had blanched. She really 
wasn't at all keen to do it, especially 
with someone she didn't know. And 
when they met him Greg was not the 
type she fancied, being sort of 
macho, big with black rather greasy 
hair and, well, a bit rough. But what 
could you expect for a garage 
mechanic. Diane had said he was 19. 

‘Pll leave you then,’ smiled 
Diane. 'You've got an hour. Don’t do 
anything I wouldn’t do, Melissa. Ha, 
ha.’ 

Melissa was still in a state of 
shock from yesterday: that awful 
caning from Mr Hearne. And also 
afterwards. He had sat down on her 
bed and, smiling, said, ‘let’s see the 
damage then.’ 

What he meant was get over his 
lap. He pulled her knickers on down, 


right off. And then...could you 
believe it...? 

All that, though, was now driven 
from Melissa’s mind as she followed 
Greg into his bedroom. An hour 
Diane had said. She briefly saw 
posters of motorbikes, footballers, 
on the walls before he grabbed her 
and pushed his tongue deep into her 
mouth. Some long seconds later he 
extracted the tongue and removed 
his mouth. ‘All you girls at that Pine- 
croft are really hot for it,’ he 
observed. ‘I fink that place makes 
girls into nymphos.’ 

And then Melissa who was 
certainly not a nympho — how could 
she be when she had never done it 
before — was being pushed down on 
the bed with the excited Greg 
clawing at her knickers. 

‘Pinecroft?’ queried Susan 
Browne’s friend Helen, delicately 
sipping her tea. 


‘Yes,’ said Helen. They were in 
the Brownes’ drawing room on this 
Friday afternoon, the same one in 
which Susan’s daughter Melissa was 
having her first, illicit, date with 
young Greg Spinks. ‘Yes, it was 
highly recommended. And it’s so 
reassuring to know she’s in safe, 
reliable hands. No gallivanting about 
or anything.’ 

Helen Worthington agreed that 
this was reassuring. Some 50 miles 
away Melissa said ‘Oooch!’ and then 
*Aaaoooww!' Her companion said, 
“Hey, is this your first time?’ 

Gasping, Melissa admitted that it 
was.  'But..aaooww...don't tell 
the...others, will you?’ 

Helen Worthington said she’d 
have to remember the name. She 
would need somewhere for her own 
Amanda next year. 
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A MERE PLAYTHING 


The dark-haired one said, ‘I bet 
poor old Harry can hardly get a 
stroke of work out of you in the 
mornings. I bet you come into the 
office so bleary-eyed you can hardly 
see!’ He gave a raucous laugh and 
took a gulp of his beer. 

The laugh was taken up by the 
bald-headed one with glasses. 
“Unable to lift a finger to the type- 
writer, I bet! Knocked out — 


thoroughly shagged and thoroughly . 


shagged out.' Under the table his 
hand briefly squeezed Julie's thigh. 

Mr Bellwood, who sat opposite, 
had to put in his bit. 'It's true, I 
know from when my secretary, Sally 
got married. Apparently they would 
start right at it as soon as they got 
home after work. Right away he'd be 
on top of her. Poor Sally didn't even 
have time to cook a meal. She could 
hardly stand up when she got in the 
office in the morning. Fantastic!' 

The dark-haired one, who she 
thought was called Mr Easton, 
chortled, ‘Let’s see if Julie can stand 
up straight. Come on, Julie, get up 
on your feet.’ 

At last Mr Kirtley, Julie's boss, 
came to her rescue — perhaps 
because he could see she was very 
close to tears. 'Come on, you chaps; 
lay off. Give the girl a break. We all 
know that when a girl gets married 
she spends a lot of time doing you- 
know-what but there's no call to try 
and embarrass her. My Julie’s 
carrying out her duties very 
adequately.’ 

He put his arm round Julie who 
was biting her lip and beginning to 
tremble. Mr Bellwood, not keen to 
relinquish such a tasty subject, said, 
‘What duties? Don’t tell me you’ve 
been testing out her abilities, Harry! 
And I bet with that figure she’s 
really fantastic.’ 

Julie's friend Elaine had warned 
her that something of this sort could 
happen. ‘They always do it when a 
girl gets married,’ she had said, 
‘especially the older blokes. It seems 
to really turn them on to talk about it 
knowing you'll be embarrassed. But 
if you're just a lowly typist there's 
not a lot you can do about it.' So 
Julie had been ready for something 
but nothing at all like the way they 
were now carrying on. 

It was the Friday of her first week 
at Rackham Plastics and Mr Kirtley 
had taken her to the Cat and Fiddle 
for a lunchtime drink — together 
with these three other dreadful 
characters. She hardly knew who 
they were except that they also 
worked at Rackhams. Julie had 
started there as a secretary to Mr 
Kirtley right after her honeymoon. 
If only she could have kept that 
quiet, but of course Mr Kirtley knew 
she was newly married. And of 
course he told everyone. 'This is 


Julie. Julie Gardner. Not a day over 
19 and fresh from her honeymoon. 
Isn't she scrumptious!' That sort of 
thing could make you squirm but it 
was bearable whereas the way they 
had started on at her as soon as they 
were sitting in that cosy corner in the 
pub was quite simply dreadful. 

Julie was scrumptious. Quite a 
tall girl at 5'8" and with a lovely. 
figure: firm high boobs and full, 
rounded buttocks and slim waist and 
long model's legs. She was also very 
pretty with big green-blue eyes and 
shoulder-length soft blonde hair. 
That face with its wide eyes and full 
soft mouth spoke of girlish innocence 
and this contrasted with the ripely 
sensuous figure made the thought 
that, as a newly married girl, she 
was presumably getting humped 
every night especially salacious. 

Mr Kirtley had got up to get 
more drinks and that gave the others 


another chance to start off again. Mr 
Bellwood, his face sweating, asked, 
“Doesn't it get sore? I mean if that 
part of you's not been in use before 
and then suddenly it's having to 
cope with all this action..." 

Julie felt herself start to tremble 
again. Bald-headed Mr Haldick, his 
hand on her thigh again, said, ‘No, a 
girl's thing's made to withstand the 
action. That's what it's for, 
remember. Isn't it, Julie...?’ 


^ * * * 


Back at the office Julie gasped, 
"Those men were absolutely hateful; 
just dreadful. I don't ever want any 
more lunchtime drinks with that lot.’ 
She was very close to tears. 

Mr Kirtley had put his arm 
sympathetically round Julie's waist. 
He pulled her to him, facing, with 
both arms round her and made 


sympathetic noises. Mr Kirtley was 
about 45 and stil quite young 
looking. He was very friendly — he 
had told her to call him Harry but 
Julie didn't like to. In a way, of 
course, he was too friendly. he was 
now softly stroking her back, 
caressing the warm flesh through 
the thin blouse, fingers investigating 
the narrow bra strap. i 

‘Don’t let them worry you, they 
like to josh a girl, that's all; and it's 
only because you get them so 
excited, especially being just 
married. You really do have the most 
super boobs, you know, Julie.’ 

Julie wished he wouldn't say 
things like that, although it wasn't 
anything like as bad as the others 
had been saying. She also didn't like 
what he was now doing which was 
stroking one of her big firm boobs. 
Stroking and gently squeezing it. 

'Please don't, she said but Mr 
Kirtley only said, ‘Dont be silly, you 
know you like having them stroked,’ 
and went on doing it. 

On her very first day he had 
started. on about Julie’s boobs. 
"They're really super' he had said, 
and ‘I bet they like being stroked’. 
Julie hadn’t answered and had got 
on with her typing but her face had 
gone bright red. Then when it was 
time to go home he had helped her 
on with her coat and in the process 
had got his hand properly on one of 
them. Perhaps she should have 
taken a strong line at that point but it 
was her first day and she didn’t want 
to antagonise him, as she and Ian 
really needed her to have the job. So 
she had got all embarrassed but that 
was all. 

He had kept his hand on it for 
some time. It certainly wasn’t one of 
those quick ‘accidental’ feels that 
men sometimes give you. And then 
he had said, ‘I bet that new husband 
of yours is playing with them all the 
time. When he’s not doing some- 
thing else, that is.’ 

Yes Mr Kirtley had also started 
alluding to that as well, though 
nothing like as bad as those others in 
the pub. 

On her second morning Mr 
Kirtley had helped Julie off with her 
coat and had another feel, this time 
two hands on both boobs. ‘Not too 
tiring a night, I hope?’ he asked, 
smiling. Julie of course knew what 
he was referring to and didn't 
answer. 'Once or twice?' he wanted 
to know. 'Although I know that 
newly weds can want to do it more 
than that.’ 

Again she should probably have 
said: Look, I don't think I should 
have to discuss that sort of thing. 
But Julie hadn't. She had got all 
flushed and flustered, not 
answering, and in fact Mr Kirtley 
hadn't pressed her further. She had 
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moved away to go to her desk and 
Mr Kirtley had slid his hand briefly 
over her buttocks. 

And that was how the week had 
gone. The work was all right, quite 
interesting, but Mr Kirtley did make 
those remarks quite frequently and 
he did like to slide his hands onto 
Julie's boobs and bottom. She didn't 
enjoy it at all but there wasn't really 
a lot she could do. She knew girls 
could get a certain amount of feeling 
up in an office, 'sexual harassment 
they called it and if you didn't like it, 
well a boss could propably find 
someone else who would put up with 
it. 


It was halfway through the week 
that Mr Kirtley first referred to 
spanking. Up till then his remarks 
had related to sex: intercourse. 
Mostly how often did she and Ian do 
it. He had finally got her to admit 
that they did it virtuaily every night. 
Julie didn't want to admit to doing it 
more than once a night although of 
course they sometimes did. 

Julie said 'What' and Mr Kirtley 
said, ‘You know. Taking your 
knickers down and smacking your 
bottom. Young wives frequently get 
that from their husbands if they’re 
not quite up to the mark in 
something. Didn’t you get it at 


school?’ 

Julie, colouring, said No. Mr 
Kirtley asked if she had had any men 
teachers and she said she had. 

‘Well,’ he said, ‘I bet they were 
just dying to slip your knickers down 
and get that lovely bottom. Of course 
girls can get it in an office too, you 
know.’ 

His hand had reached behind 
Julie and squeezed her bottom. ‘You 
wouldn’t mind that, would you, my 
dear?’ he asked. ‘If I had a complaint 
about your work?’ 

Julie squirmed away, unhappy 
with the hand groping her bottom. 
She assumed he must be joking, but 


Julie still thought he was joking 
it she happened to mention it to 
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bottom spanked I mean. 

Flushing, Julie said, ‘Yes I 
would.” Mr Kirtley laughed. ‘Well 
we'll have wait and see about 
that’. 
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mreasonable to suggest you 288855 
little friendly discipline in yore 
ərk. There are pl lente f girls 
looking for jobs at the moment;7you 
know.’ 

It was a bombshell. How could 
* Sci Kirtley be: $0 awful. He had been 
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e — remarks about sex and Julie had 
wm ou + reluctmtiy made herself accept that. 


But this! And he probably meant it. 
The thought came to her that quite 
possibly he had taken her to the pub 
with those characters just to use as a 
threat for this other thing. Spanking 
her bottom. She recalled Elaine's 
words: Angela's boss takes her 
knickers down. Julie felt herself 
sweating. 

Somehow she got through the 
rest of the afternoon — without Mr 
Kirtley referring again to his 
ultimatum. At 5 o'clock he got her 
coat. Julie was trembling all over. 
His hand slid over her boobs as 
usual. ‘Well?’ he asked. 

Numbly she shook her head. 


Mr Kirtley laughed. There's 
the weekend to think about it. But I 
shall want an answer on Monday.' 
His hand briefly groped at her 
bottom. Then he produced a parcel 
in brightly coloured paper tied with 
ribbon. ‘A little present,’ he said. 

When she got home Julie locked 
herself in the bathroom and opened 
it. The parcel contained two sexy 
suspender belts, one black, the other 
pale blue; plus four pairs of sheer 
seamed nylons. There was a note in 
Mr Kirtley's handwriting: So much 
more interesting than tights. Please 
wear on Monday. 

Julie of course normally wore 


tights. She felt a bit sick. Then lan 
was knocking at the door. ‘Hey: 
what're you doing?' She hurriedly 
hid the parcel in a cupboard and 
opened the door. 

lan at once made it clear what he 
wanted which was to have sex. A 
couple of times that week they had 
done it right after work just like 
those awful men had said. It was lan 
who wanted it, just like now, and he 
could normally very soon get Julie 
aroused and ready. Even so she felt 
it wasn't quite proper to be so 
desperate to do it right away and 
would have preferred to wait at least 
until after she'd made their evening 
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meal. When she said that lan just 
laughed and started taking. her 
clothes off, which was what he did 
now. 

Julie was very tense, due of 
course to Mr Kirtley. Doing it, she 
knew, would probably relax her but 
at the same time she was annoyed at 
lan for just grabbing her like that. 
She struggled, and a button on her 
blouse burst off. That button 
somehow seemed the last straw. 
‘No!’ she blurted, ‘I don't want to,’ 
tears starting in her eyes. But Ian 
got angry and said he was going to 
make her. And he did just that, 
dragging her into the bedroom and 
onto the bed. That was really 
horrible. 

Obviously it was all Mr Kirtley’s 
fault and they had made it up by bed 
time. Julie was still thinking of Mr 
Kirtley, though, this time she co- 
operated with Ian. Monday morning. 
If he meant it she would have to say 
yes. Her mind insisted on picturing 
it. Over Mr Kirtley's lap; her skirt up 
and...her knickers down? Ian on top 
of her was making groaning sounds 
of pleasure. lan of course knew 
nothing of her problems with Mr 
Kirtley. She had simply told Ian that 
her boss was quite nice. 

Monday morning. The alarm 
went off but Julie had already been 
lying awake in bed. Thinking about 
what was to come. She got up and 
went in the bathroom, then when Ian 
was in there she got dressed. Under 
her skirt she put on the suspender 
belt. The blue one, with a pair of 
pale blue knickers. Lying awake she 
had told herself she wouldn’t wear 
it, she would put on her tights as 
usual and if Mr Kirtley said anything 
she would just tell him she wasn’t 
going to. That was what she had told 
herself, but then... 

Trembling hands pulled the 
nylons taut and fastened the 
suspender clasps. Hot-faced, Julie 
flipped her skirt down as Ian came in 
the bedroom. She didn’t know what 
she would say if he discovered she 
had them on — ashe so easily could. 
But he didn’t. He dropped her off at 
her office, giving her a quick kiss. 
His hand mounded her boob through 
the light coat. Like Mr Kirtley’s 
hand... 

Mr Kirtley’s hands took off the 
coat and hung it up, then came back 
to stroke Julie’s boobs. She had ona 
pink-and-blue blouse and her full 
dark blue skirt. She thought: I 
should have worn a straight skirt; as 
Mr Kirtley pulled her close. ‘Now 
then,’ he murmured. His hand on 
her bottom, through the skirt. And 
then down, exploring... ‘Ah...’ 

Julie yelped as the hand pulled 
her skirt up at the back, then gasped 
as his other hand slid onto the backs 
of her warm bare thighs above the 


stocking tops. She gasped but didn’t 
pull away: a rabbit caught by a 
weasel. The hand caressed, 
exploring the taut nylons’ rims, the 
suspender straps. His voice softly 
caressing, ‘Good girl, Julie. Mmm... 
what lovely thighs...’ It was awful, 
she was trembling like a leaf. But it 
was only the nylons, not the other 
thing. Perhaps... 

That persuasive voice. ‘And the 


-other little thing, Julie? That other 


matter?’ 
She shook her head wildly. ‘No... 
you can't... he squeezed her 


bottom, then let go of her.. 


‘Lunchtime,’ he said. 

At lunchtime he got Julie’s coat. 
“We'll have a little drink at my 
place,’ he said. ‘And...you know...’ 
Julie looked, hot-eyed. ‘Unless of 
course you'd rather go to the pub 
with that other lot.’ 

There was not surprisingly no 
one in, no sign of Mrs Kirtley, when 
they got there. Mr Kirtley asked, 
‘Would you like a drink first?’ 
Numb, Julie shook her head. A drink 
would make her sick. ‘OK’, he said. 
‘Then let’s get on with it. Slip your 
knickers down.’ 

They were in his lounge, an 
ordinary looking room with a sofa 
and chairs, pictures on the walls; all 
the normal things. Standing in this 
ordinary room it didn't seem 
possible for him to be saying that. 
Julie felt sick even though she 
hadn’t had the drink. 

Mr Kirtley moved forward. 
‘Come on,’ he said. ‘Let me do it.’ It 
was like a dream — or a nightmare; 
it couldn't be actually happening. 
Mr Kirtley’s arms round her, 


grabbing up the full blue skirt, then 
scrabbling at her knickers, dragging 
them down. And then backing onto a 
chair. She was over his lap, head 
down, skirt up round her waist; the 


pale blue knickers down round the 
tight rims of the tautly-suspendered 
stockings. 

Mr Kirtley’s hand fondling, 
caressing, the bare ripe peach of her 
bottom. And then smacking. His 
hand splatting in onto the jelly-like 
globes. Pistol-like cracks, each 
producing a jiggling wobble, each 
drawing forth from the lowered head 
a gurgling groan. 

It hurt, sharply stinging smacks 
which coalesced into a dull aching 
pain, but at the same time there was 
a feeling of unreality, as if in spite of 
that stinging ache in her bottom it 
was happening to someone else. 
That feeling of lightheadedness, 
dizziness, persisted as vaguely Julie 
was aware of her knickers being 
drawn on down, and off. Mr 
Kirtley’s face, red and smiling, and 
his hand with a glass. Cool white 
wine that didn’t make her feel sick. 
She seemed to be drinking two or 
three and afterwards things became 
even more vague. Was she with Ian? 
On their sofa where once or twice 
they had done it right after getting 
home from work? Or...it couldn’t 
be...because...someone — it must 
be Ian — was saying breathlessly, 
‘Is this nice?’ and Julie heard her 
own voice answer, equally 
breathless, “Yes...yes...Oooh yes!’ 

Afterwards she didn’t feel very 
well and Mr Kirtley said why didn’t 
she take the afternoon off. He drove 
her home which was nice of him. 

Gradually her head cleared. She 
wandered distractedly around, not 
knowing what to do with herself. She 
was sitting on the sofa when Ian got 
back. Their sofa — whereas if she 
thought about it Julie knew that at 
lunchtime it had been Mr Kirtley’s 
sofa. But she didn’t want to think 
about it. lan said, ‘Hey, you're back 
early!’ 

Sitting down with her on the sofa 
he very soon discovered the nylons 
and suspender belt. ‘Hey!’ Julie 
heard herself say, I. . uh. just 
thought I'd get them. Ian pulled her 
skirt up and got very excited. 

Very soon they were doing it on 
the sofa; lan hot and eager, Julie 
responding, automatically, not 
fighting it, simply letting it happen. 
She tried to shut it out but her 
thoughts kept insisting on returning 
to that other sofa at lunchtime. Mr 
Kirtley: Yes, she knew it was Mr 
Kirtley's voice saying ‘Is this nice’. 
And her own voice responding, 
*Yes...yes...Ooooh yes...’ She knew 
it although it seemed impossible. It 
was impossible but she was going to 
have to be there again, at the office, 
at 9 tomorrow. Mr Kirtley, when he 
had dropped her off, his hand briefly 
under her skirt at a suspender strap, 
had said, 'Wear the black one 
tomorrow.’ 
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THE TREATMENT 


The tear trickled slowly down a soft, young cheek. 
Jason found it rather touching. It was as if a lemon had 
been gently squeezed and one drop of juice had emerged. 
However, Jason was not moved. He was used to tears on 
these occasions so his resolution was untouched. 

"You know the penalty, Jennifer?' he asked softly. 

The blonde head shook. 'No...no, not really, Sir...' 
came the reply. The voice sounded as young as its 
16 year old owner. 

Oh. . . think you do, Jennifer.’ 
"The other girls would have told you.’ 

Her cheeks went pink at that. She hesitated. ‘Well, 
y-yes, Sir. . but. . I wasn’t sure...’ she stopped in 
mid-sentence. 

‘Wasn’t sure whether to believe them or not?’ he 
enquired helpfully. 

"That's right, Sir.' Jason nodded. 

‘Well, you should have believed them Jennifer,’ he 
said, ‘and taken heed.’ 

The girl began to look flustered, if not agitated. He 
guessed she had not let herself believe the unpleasant 
truth. Pushed it to one side. Hoped. 'It...it was the first 
time, Sir,' she wheedled. ; 

Jason gave a little snort. ‘The first time you were 
caught, Jennifer,' he said. She blushed more deeply. Yes, 
he'd touched her on a raw spot. She'd been playing these 
little personal games for a long time now, that was for 
sure! Your House Mistress told me you were 
actually under a shower at the time. With a bar of soap. 
Extraordinary.’ 

Was that a sob? Now she definitely appeared agitated, 
not knowing where to look. Understandable. Very 
shaming for a girl of her age to be caught in flagrante 
delicto, as it were. They liked to keep these little secret 
pleasures to themselves. I. I'm s-sorry...’ she wailed. 

Jason shook his head. ‘Too late for that now,’ he said 
emphatically. He could see the girl was getting rather 
desperate. I.. I.. won't ever do it again,’ she whispered. 

Jason gave her acharitable smile. ‘That’s what they all 
say,’ he chided. ‘But I know differently. Such a thing must 
be punished. Before it gets out of hand. One small 
sin can be followed all too easily by a larger sin. The 
Church knew that...and, in former days, acted upon it. 
Why do you think discipline in the Nunneries was so 
strict?’ 

A shake of the head, a look of bewilderment. Did she 
know what he was talking about? Surely. However, she 
said nothing. 

‘This School is a Church Foundation,’ Jason informed 
her. ‘That is why a considerable number of the Church’s 
tradition? remain. They mortify the flesh and are good for 
the soul.’ Jason realised he had begun to pontificate, as he 
customarily did. Still, wasn’t that all part of it? No point in 
hurrying things. The girl would remember it all the more 
vividly afterwards. ‘Iam afraid, Jennifer,’ he said, ‘I have 
no alternative but to follow tradition.’ 

‘P-please, Sir...just this once...’ 

Jason shook his head, but kept his features kindly 
composed. ‘It is not possible to make exceptions,’ he said. 
‘It is not fair on the other pupils. Surely you understand 
that?’ 

If she did, she made no reply and Jason thought he 
heard another sob. A second, single tear trickled down 
after the first. 

‘You are prepared then, Jennifer, to accept a just 
punishment?’ he asked almost kindly. ‘As many others 
have done before you?’ Jason pressed his fingers together 
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Jason smiled. 


and looked judicial. ‘I am afraid it is the only way. As in 
the case of epidemics, early immunisation is best.’ He 
could see now, by the look in her eyes, she was accepting 
defeat. The inevitable which she had tried to eject from 
her mind. That she must be punished for her sin. She had 
taken a risk and she had lost. ‘It will not be so bad,’ he 
said gently. ‘In fact, you'll feel better after it.’ Jason 
nodded. ‘Rather like going to Confessional, if you see 
what I mean.’ 

He got the impression the girl was not taking too much 
of this in. Simply trying to bolster her will-power to face 
what she knew must now come. ‘Th-there’s no...no... 
other w-way?’ Such a pathetic little voice! 

‘No other way,’ he confirmed. Then he swivelled his 
chair and adopted a more authoritative pose and manner. 
‘Come, my girl, let us proceed. Let us proceed with what - 
in your heart — you know is right. What you deserve for 
such lustful sinning.’ Her eyes were getting larger. Those 
innocent eyes...yet not truly innocent. Her cheeks were 
suffusing once more. It was a time for firmness. 
‘Jennifer,’ he said, ‘you will remove your skirt...and your 
knickers. Then you will come over here and place yourself 
across my knees. I shall then spank you.’ Jason paused. ‘I 
may as well tell you,’ he went on, ‘that if you were older... 
17 or 18...you would not be simply spanked. You would be 
caned. So you have something to be thankful for. You are 
16 still, I suppose?’ 

T...Iömjust 16, sir 

Ah, very young, he thought. Yes, it was best the girl be 
checked in her wickedness early. ‘Then you will do as I 
say,’ Jason continued. ‘I do not want to have to send for 
your House Mistress — and thus use unnecessary force. 
These things, in every sense, are best accepted on a 
voluntary basis.’ 

Did she care? Or was her mind in such a turmoil that it 
had no room for anything but the humiliating fact she was 
going to have to bare herself so intimately before receiving 
her punishment? Most likely the latter. Those eyes were 
darting left and right like goldfish in a bowl. Oh. .. I.. . I.. 
suppose I m-must...’ 

‘Yes.’ Jason’s tone was hard and flat. Then he saw the 
girl burst into tears as she unbelted her skirt and pushed it 
down. A sylph-like form was revealed. Slim waist. 
swelling hips, juvenile thighs. Under the skirt there was 
only a tight-clinging pair of white briefs. Most fetching. 
Jason stifled a sigh. The preliminaries had always given 
him the greatest pleasure but actuality was even more 
rewarding. He watched her move towards him, eyes 
lowered, still wearing those little briefs. Well, naturally, 
she would be shy. Sixteen? Only just. 

Then she was close alongside him, those tears now 
running faster. ‘M-must I?’ 

‘Yes,’ he said. He could see the blonde fuzz under the 
thinness of those knickers. Yet they were going to come 
off. One way or another. There had been times when he’d 
ripped:a girl's knickers off. However, he preferred it if 
they removed them themselves. He watched contentedly 
as Jennifer did so. No sooner was the little item down 
around her ankles than she had covered that delicate fuzz 
with her hands. ‘Come here,’ he ordered sternly. Then, 
since she made no move, he siezed her by an arm and 
tugged her forward. Gasping out, she fell across his 
thighs. Soft and warm. So lightly girlish. Ah...yes! He 
gripped the slim waist, saw the upthrusting young, bare 
bottom right before him. Exquisite! He would not be too 
hard on her at first, he decided. She was so young. 

‘Remember, Jennifer,’ he said, ‘this is for your own 


good.' She only sobbed more loudly...and Jason began to 
slap each cheek in turn. Quite gently at first, then 
gradually harder. The delicate white flesh changed to a 
pink colour. The girl went on sobbing, but was now 
gasping too. She thinks this is it, he realised; obviously the 
girl didn't understand what a proper spanking was like. 
Oh the delightful innocence of this young creature! 

‘Oh...p-please stop...that...that m-must be enough...’ 

Jason smiled. ‘I have hardly begun, Jennifer,’ he 
replied formally. ‘Your pleasure was great, so there must 
be a balance of pain.' Jason began to slap that deliciously 
soft bottom a good deal harder. 

‘Oww...ahh stop it...stop it...oowww...it...it's too 
h-hard..ooohhh...cooww...cooww...’ What delightful 
sounds! Jason was entranced by them. Also by the sight of 
that beautifully rounded bottom bouncing up and down as 
it received his resounding slaps. 


Harder. harder. harder! Now she was really 


beginning to yell. She had never imagined it would be as 
bad as this. Poor child...how naive she was! 
*Stoo...ooop...st-stooo...op...no...ooo...more!' 
Features set, but mouth rictured in a smile, Jason 
continued to smack that squirming bottom before him with 
ever-increasing vigour. The girl deserved it., yes., yes. 


yes! 

When he finally stopped, that single tear had become a 
flood. The pretty little face was virtually unrecognisable, 
eyes red with weeping, quivering mouth down-turned. 
She was truly regretting her natural impulses. ‘Go and 
stand in the corner, Jennifer,’ he ordered sharply. ‘Hands 
on top of your head.' He was pleased to see how quickly 
the girl moved to obey. Perhaps now, he thought, that she 
knows what a good spanking feels like, she'll be far more 
readily obedient in future. 

The jelly-soft reddened bottom wobbled towards the 
corner. Quite an enchanting sight! Slim hands went on top 
of the blonde head. There the girl stood, sobbing her heart 
out. 

Jason made.a note on the file before him. The 
traditions of the school had been maintained. Any girl who 
behaved in that fashion knew what to expect; Jason felt 
smugly satisfied. 

Then he turned his gaze to the quivering bottom in the 
corner. It was entirely up to him how long he kept the girl 
there. Perhaps half an hour would suffice. 

The zip on that particular pair of trousers was very 
difficult to operate. 

Still, he managed... 
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‘We weren't playing truant, Mum. 
Well not really. It was when we had a 
free period and we just thought we'd 
go out for a cup of coffee.’ 


If you are found in a coffee shop in 
the town centre in the middle of the 
morning when you are supposed 
to be in school, it is difficult to call 
it anything else but truanting. 


The speaker is Sandra Manners, 
aged 17, medium blonde, a quite tall 
and pretty girl, who with her friend 
Jenny Bygraves was yesterday 
reported for truanting. And clearly if 
you are found in a coffee shop in the 
town centre in the middle of the 
morning when you are supposed to 
be in school, it is difficult to call it 
anything else but truanting. In spite of 
what Sandra might wish to argue. 


'And anyway it was Jenny's idea,' 
Sandra moans when her mother 
points this out to her. 


They are both pretty and shapely 
girls, which of course the cafe 
owner, Mr Arnold Finway, duly 
took note of when, guessing they 
were pupils at St. Margaret's 


Jenny, as one might imagine, is 
saying much the same thing at this 
time to her mother. ‘It was.Sandra’s 
idea.’ Etc. Jenny is the same age, 
also medium blonde, not quite as tall 
but also a pretty girl. They are both 
pretty and shapely girls, which of 
course the cafe owner, Mr Arnold 
Finway, duly took note of when, 
guessing they were pupils at St. 
Margaret's, he asked them to step 
into the back office for a moment. 


Truancy has recently become quite a 
big thing, ‘targeted’, as they say, by 
the government. Members of the 
public have been urged to report 
suspected offenders without 
hesitation. Many people have 
responded, one might say the matter 
has struck a chord. Sometimes, it 
must be admitted, this has been with 
mixed motives. Where attractive girls 
are concerned that is. And this no 
doubt was a factor in the keenness of 
Mr Finway. 


‘Get off!’ Jenny said. Because Mr 
Firiway, a balding, rotund man in his 
fifties, had followed up the request to 
enter his back room by grabbing her. 
Her arm ... and then with his other 
hand, her bottom. A firm grope 
through the skirt of Jenny's thin 
dress. His big hand clutching one 
ripe young bottom-cheek. 


She stumbled forward, attempting 
with not much success to get away 
from that mauling hand. 


‘| don’t want any nonsense, Mr 
Finway said piously. 'But you girls 


know truancy is a very serious- 


matter. Let me see your ID cards. 


He had let go of Jenny's bum for 
the moment — but only to grab 
Sandra. Likewise reaching behind 
her to get a grope at her bottom 


In his little back room he had let go of 


Jenny’s bum for the moment — but 


40 


only to grab Sandra. Likewise 
reaching behind her to get a grope at 
her bottom, while his other hand was 
reaching for her purse. Sandra, like 
Jenny before her, did her best to 
squirm away — but not before the 
cafe owners awful hand had 
managed to reach in underneath her 
bottom-cheeks to shockingly fondle 
her private-most regions. 


And after that? With their ID cards 
extracted from their purses and thus 
in possession of their names and 
confirmation that they did indeed 
attend St. Margaret's School, Mr 
Finway had got Sandra and Jenny 
backed up against the wall and 
started an unctuous spiel about the 
seriousness of their ‘crime’ and his 
bounden duty to inform the 
authorities. But ... it seemed he was 
prepared to ignore this duty. Yes, he 
could deal with the matter himself 
and then let them go. 


Mr Finway could deal personally with 
their absence from school by 
smacking their botoms. 


His face distinctly pinkish, no doubt 
at the thought of doing it, he said, ‘It 
will have to be something that both of 
you will remember. So it will be with 
your knickers down. On your bare 
bottoms.’ 


The cafe owner did his best to 
persuade them to accept. Fending 
off as best they could his 
persistent hands which were 
grabbing at all parts of them. 


Sandra said sharply, red-faced, ‘No 
thanks.' Jenny added a slightly more 
cautious confirmation. And they both 
maintained this position as the cafe 
owner did his best to persuade them 
to accept. Fending off as best they 
could his persistent hands which 
were grabbing at all. parts of them. 
Sandra, close to tears, said, ‘I’ll 
report you.’ 


But Mr Finway only gave a harsh 
laugh. "I'm: doing the reporting, 
young lady. An' | reckon you'll be 
sorry you didn’t take my generous 
offer and take those knickers down.’ 


Afterwards Jenny said that perhaps 
they should have accepted. Because 
unpleasant as it probably would have 
been, it might well be preferable to 
the alternative. 


* * * 


The feared alternative, of course, was 
that they could be sent for a course of 
correction. There were different 
possibilities in this. Persistent 
offenders were now mostly sent to a 
proper institution, a kind of prison for 


young offenders. That was probably 
the worst option. You went there for 
varying periods of one to six months 
and were immediately on a harsh and 
painful regime. A punishing round of 
physical fitness training. And 
correction with the. cane and the 
birch. 


The treatment that was meted out 
was very similar. It was intended to 
be a strong deterrent. 


In that it was Sandra's and Jenny's 
first reported offence they were not 
likely to be sent to such a regular 
correction centre. Instead there was 
another more likely possibility which 
was not as bad as going to a 
correction centre, but you could say 
was not much better. This was being 
sent to stay with a Truancy Inspector. 
The number of such inspectors in the 
Education Department had recently 
been considerably increased and 
most of them now took offenders in 
for correction. It was for a shorter 
period: a weekend or a week rather 
than a month or more, but the 
treatment that was meted out was 
very similar. It was intended to be a 
strong deterrent. And so you could 
certainly expect to get a dose of the 
cane. 


This was why Jenny for one had been 
half prepared to let that Mr Finway do 
what he wanted. Take their knickers 
down and spank their bottoms. It 
would have been awful all right — but 
if the alternative was being sent to 
stay with a Truancy Officer for a 
week ... 


But they could still hope it wouldn't 
come to that, couldn't they? It wasn't 
impossible, with a lenient official, that 
they could be let off with a caution. Or 
so Sandra at least optimistically 
hoped. Well it was the very first 
offence, and as she still tried to claim, 
not really truancy at all. 


It might have been better to let Mr 
Finway do what he wanted. 
Because they were bound to get 
worse. 


Angela Manners thought her 
daughter was clutching at very thin 
straws. The government was now. 
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extremely strict on truancy. She put 
her arm round Sandra. The blonde 
17-year-old had told her, half 
tearfully, what Mr Finway had 
suggested, what he had wanted. She 
had agreed with Sandra that it had 
been awful of him, but she had also 
poured cold water on any ideas of 
reporting the matter. It wouldn't do 
any good, Mr Finway would only 
deny it, and possibly claim the girls 
had made it up to try to get off. To tell 
the truth Angela wasn't all that 
surprised at what he had tried. Well 
men were like that, weren't they? In 
fact she was half inclined to think 


Jenny might have been right. It might 
have been better to let Mr Finway do 
what he wanted. Because they were 
bound to get worse if they were sent 
off for a week or a weekender. 


* * * 


The Truancy Office phoned the next 
day, Tuesday. The officer, Mr 
Rinvale, would visit on Wednesday 
after school, to see Sandra and her 
mother. So Sandra wasn't going to 
have to wait long to learn her fate. 


"Try and relax. Don't think about it,’ 
Angela advised. But of course that 
was easier said than done. Sandra 
had a bath and went to bed early. 
And in bed ... well she couldn't help it. 
Her hand going down between her 
legs to her quivery cunt. Biting her lip 
... and sliding her finger in between 
the moist lips ... She gasped. She 
shouldn't do it, but as her finger 
urgently rubbed her swollen clitoris, it 
let you forget, for the moment at 
least. 


But bringing herself off — twice — 
could not in any real way affect what 


had to take place. Five pm, the 
appointed time for the Truancy 
Officer's visit, arrived in what seemed 
like no time at all. 


Alistair Rinvale was a tall man in his 
fifties, grey-haired and elegant- 
looking. Elegant and charming. 


To Sandra he was just scary, with a 
keen searching look that, as she sat 
opposite him on the sofa in their 
sitting room, seemed to go right into 


her head. To read all her thoughts. To 
know what she had done last night! 
Her fingers rubbing furiously ... She 
could feel herself blushing. 


And yes, it was going to be as her 
mother had predicted. No leniency. 
No let-off. 


'Every case must be dealt with 
according to the rules. You will 
understand that, Mrs Manners.’ 
Spoken in thatesuavely charming 


voice. 
‘Excellent, Mrs Manners. Earl Grey | 
think? But yes. The rules as laid 
down. So | shall have Sandra for the 
weekend. Initially, to see how we get 
on. In fact | shall be having both girls.’ 


As he sipped his tea. 


Angela said, 'Yes | understand. 
Sandra is of course most contrite. 
But she understands ... there has to 
be a punishment.’ 


‘Good,’ Mr Rinvale said. ‘We must 
ensure she learns her lesson to make 
sure there is no repeat. And now if | 
might see Sandra for a few minutes. 
Alone | mean. Perhaps up in her 
room?' 


Angela said, ‘Yes, of course.’ 


* * * 


Sandra and Mr Rinvale were up there 
for à good 20 minutes. When they 
eventually came down Sandra's face 
was bright red. Mr Rinvale said he 
was now going round to see Jenny 
Bygrave. 


Addressing Sandra, he said, ‘And III 
See you again on Saturday morning 
young lady.’ 

Sandra mumbled her agreement. 


‘Well, what was that about?’ Angela 
asked when the door was closed. 


Sandra shook her-head. Not wishing 
to talk. But was finally persuaded to. 
Mr Rinvale had spanked her bottom. 
‘Just a preliminary warming up,’ he 
had said. And then sat down on 
Sandra's bed and pulled her over his 


lap. 


Yanked her knickers half-way 
down her thighs. Baring her 
bottom. And then proceeded 


He pulled her skirt up, round her 
waist. And then yanked her knickers 
half-way down her thighs. Baring her 
bottom. And then proceeded to 
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deliver crisp and painful smacks to 
the ripe cheeks. 


Angela bit her lip, She had half 
suspected what was happening. Had 
thought she could possibly hear that 
hand cracking down. And Sandra's 
muffled yelps. 


She put her arms round her daughter. 
Sandra was close to tears. It had 
been really awful. Maybe it would 
have been better to have said yes to 
Mr Finway. If they had it would have 
been all over now. Whereas ... 


When he had finished spanking her 


bottom Mr Rivale had made her 
stand up, and he had stood up too. 
She started to pull up her knickers* 
but Mr Rinvale curtly told her to stop. 
‘Did | give permission for that?’ 


Then his hand had slid up under the ' 
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front of her skirt. The hand squeezed 
her bare thigh. ‘It will be something 
else at the weekend of course, young 
lady. It will be the cane. 


As he spoke Mr Rivale’s hand drifted 
higher. Right up. And cupped her 
bare pussy. 


Fondling it he said quietly, ‘The cane 
of course really hurts.’ 


Sandra didn’t tell her mother that. 
That Mr Rivale had fondled her 
pussy. As he gave her that nasty, 
frightening warning. No, she didn’t 
want to tell her, or even think about it. 


But she couldn’t help thinking about 
it. And now she did begin to cry. 


* * * 


It was a house at the other end of 
town. A big house set back from the 
road in a large garden. Sandra and 


Jenny were delivered here by their 
mothers at ten this Saturday morning 
as arranged. That was an hour ago. 


They are now both with Mr Rinvale in 
one of the upstairs bedrooms which 
face onto the rear garden. Mr Rinvale 
has closed the curtain, although of 
course no one could possibly look in. 
Perhaps it is to prevent any 
distraction as he proceeds to work 
with the girls. On their corrective 
training. There is nothing to take their 
attention; just this quite small 
bedroom, with the single bed and the 
easy chair, the dressing table in the 
corner. 


He is sitting on the bed with the two 
girls standing in front of him. They 
have had to change out of the clothes 
they arrived in. Now Sandra is 
wearing a white T-shirt and 
abbreviated white wrap-around skirt. 
Underneath she has on a pair of brief 
knickers. Jenny is in a pair of very 
tight black stretch shorts and a white 
T-shirt. The shorts have elastic 
braces attached to them which are 
pulling the shorts even tighter than 
they would normally be. Painfully 
tight up into Jenny's crotch, and 
baring a good deal of the flesh of her 
buttocks. She has no knickers on 
under the shorts. 


‘Well now,’ Mr Rinvale says. ‘We are 
heretotrytoteachthetwo ofyouthat 
truancy from school is not a good 
idea. So that, hopefully, the idea will 
not even enter your heads again. 
How do you feel about that?’ 


Neither girl has an immediate 
answer. In both their heads there is 
primarily the thought of the cane. Mr 
Rinvale is going to cane them. Their 
bottoms! They can imagine that red 
hot pain. Jenny squirms her hips. As 


«well as the thought of the cane, the 
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taut crotch of her stretch shorts is 
hurting her. 


Finally Sandra manages to break the 
tense silence. Her stammery voice: 
‘Please Sir ... we won't ... Really. I 
mean .. not ever think of it again.’ 


Mr Rinvale is getting to his feet. 
‘That’s good. Excellent. Though of 
course we will need the cane to 
ensure that the message goes in 
really deep. To the subconscious.’ 
He comes round behind Sandra and 
pats her bottom. And the best way to 
a girl’s subconscious is through her 
bare bottom. Isn't it, Sandra?' 


Sandra mumbles something. 


Squeaky, scared words. Mr Rinvale 


is moving on to Jenny. Closing in 
behind her. One of his hands comes 
round in front, to grip the waistband 
of her stretch shorts. His other hand 
grips likewise in the small of her back. 


‘And Miss Bygrave. What does she 
think?' x 

As he speaks both. hands 
simultaneously lift. Jenny gives a 
frantic yelp, as she is hoisted clear of 
the floor by her shorts. All her weight 
is suspended by the crotch of the 
ultra-tight shorts. The material was 
alreadyı cutting painfully into her 
pussy. Now ... it feels like she is 
being cut in two! 


She yells again ... and again ... After 
some long seconds Mr Rinvale puts 
her down. Sandra can hear Jenny 
gasping. Whimpering. 


‘Yes Miss?’ Mr Rinvale asks quietly. 
He is moving on round, in front of 
them again. 


‘|... 1...’ Jenny is half sobbing. 
Somehow she manages to stutter 
out the required words about not 
doing it again. 


Mr Rinvale is sitting back down on 
the bed. 'Alright. Well, let's have you 
here. Jenny, you first. Over my lap.' 


Across his thighs. The shorts are 
yanked really high up, in between 


the cheeks of her bottom. So that: 


in effect her bottom is largely bare. 


Jenny stumbles forward. Mr Rinvale 
grabs her by those shorts again. 
Pulling her forward and down. Face- 
down. Across his thighs. The shorts 
are yanked really high up, in between 
the cheeks.of her bottom. So that in 
effect her bottom is largely bare. Mr 
Rinvale's hand gropes one nude 
cheek, and then commences 
spanking. 


CRACK ..! CRACK ...! CRACK ...! 
CRACK... 


His hand splatting down alternatily 
on the two squirming cheeks. Jenny 
is emitting desperate, gaspy yelps. 
The sight of Jenny’s poor bum 
getting redder by the second. And 
that vicious hand ... It is all happening 
right in front of Sandra and she can't 


avoid having this.full, close-up view. 
Jenny's poor bum. 


And perhaps more to the point, in just 
moments it will be her own poor bum 
getting that treatment. Yes that 
treatment and then worse. 
Because there is worse to come. 
There is the cane to come. 


Mr Rinvale continues with Jenny. 
Spanking her bottom until her 
presumably considers she has had 
enough. He keeps on for what seems 
a very long time and before the end of 
it Jenny is in quite a desperate state. 
Crying. Sobbing. Stil squirming 
about but her movements now more 
tired and exhausted. Mr Rinvale does 
finally stop and she is pushed up. 
Told to stand still and at attention 
again. She seems to have trouble 
doing this. Her legs seem to be all 
wobbly. Her face is red and blotchy 
and she is sobbing. Her bottom 
probably feels like ... raw meat? 

And now of course it is Sandra's turn. 
For the same. She tries not to think. 
As she is told to take Jenny's place. 
Get down over Mr Rinvale's lap. He 
pulls up the short skirt. And then 
yanks up her knickers, so that they 
are the way he had Jenny's shorts. 
Yanked right up into the cleft fo her 
bottom. Baring the cheeks. And then 
his hand came down. 


* * * 


It is early afternoon now. Sandra is 
lying in that little bed with the covers 
pulled high up on her face. Just her 
eyes are uncovered and she is 
awake, looking up at the ceiling. 
Under the covers Sandra has nothing 
on. She is nude. There is no one else 
in the room, not at the moment. 


Where .are they, Mr Rinvale and 
Jenny? Sandra doesn't know. Maybe 
in another bedroom. Maybe Mr 
Rinvale is with Jenny in another 
bedroom. 


Maybe he is caning her in another 
bedroom? Or ... something else? 


—————————  — 


This morning, after they had both 
had those awful spankings, they 
had.to do exercises. In a room 
downstairs 


Sandra hasn't been caned yet. So 


she still has the thought of it to come, 


as she lies here with the covers pulled 
high up over her nude body. This 
morning, after they had both had 


those awful spankings, they had to | 


do exercises. In a room downstairs 
and also out in the back garden. 
Stretching and bending in all kinds of 
positions, and when they were 
outside running as well. Until they 
were really exhausted. And then told 
to do more, keep going. Mr Rinvale 
had a slipper for smacking your 
bottom and legs if you weren't 
keeping going fast enough. 


Yes a slipper. Not the cane. Though 
that slipper was bad enough, it really 
stung. But the cane hasn't appeared 
yet. In a way that can make it worse. 
Waiting for it. Knowing it is going to 
come. At any moment? Yes, at any 
moment Mr Rinvale could come in 
that door with it in his hand. 


After the exercises and running they 
had some lunch, prepared by Mr 
Rinvale's housekeeper. Then after 
lunch he said they could have a short 
rest. That was when Mr Rinvale 
brought Sandra back up here to this 
bedroom. Jenny was told to wait 
downstairs, he would come back for 
her. - 


That wasn't long ago, or at least 


Sandra doesn't think so. But lying 
here with no watch or anything she 
doesn't really know. 


Yes Mr Rinvale brought her back. 
And told her to ger undressed, she 
was to get in the bed for a rest. He 
didn't leave though, not right away. 
She had to get undressed in front of 
him. Take all her clothes off. 


When up in her room he had given 
Sandra that first smacked bottom. 
And then had fondled her pussy. 


The thought of the cane was still in 
her head, but at least Mr Rinvale 
didn't have a cane with him at the 
moment. And naturally there was that 
other thought as well. Of last 
Wednesday. When up in her room he 
had given Sandra that first smacked 
bottom. And then had fondled her 
pussy. So inevitably there was that 
thought now. That Mr Rinvale was 
going to do it again. And he did. 


When she had all her things off and 
was standing nude. Her hands trying 
to cover various parts, but waiting for 
Mr Rinvale to actually say she was to 


get into bed. He had pushed her 
hands away. And fondled her tits. 
And then ... her pussy. 


'! don't want you playing with 
yourself, Sandra. ‘| know girls like to, 
it may relieve the tension. When 
you’re waiting for something. Waiting 
for the cane. But it is strictly 
forbidden. Do you understand?’ 


He was playing with her as he said 
this. One finger inside. Sandra 
squirming and shuddering. 
Producing some stuttery words. 
While Mr Rinvale kept doing it. 


At last he stopped. And told her to get 
into the bed. Her pussy was all wet 
now. Mr Rinvale pulling the covers up 
over her. He said he would be back 
shortly. 


How long ago was that? Sandra just 
lying there on her back. With her 
hands up near the top of the blanket. 
Scared that somehow her hand: 
could with a will of its own drift across 
.-to her quivery pussy. She does 
want to do it. There has been the hot 
urge ever since Mr Rinvale left. The 
tension ... and then Mr Rinvale's 
hand getting her even more tense. 
More hot. 


Yes she would like to do it alright. But 
she daren't. Mr Rinvale would know. 
Those piercing eyes looking right into 
her would know. And then ... It would 
be the cane. Well she is going to get 
the cane anyway, but he would do it 
twice as hard. A double dose. It 
doesn't bear thinking about. Oh 
Christ! She would like to ... Her hand. 
Just a little perhaps. But she can't. 


No way. 
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She couldn't help. it. Her hand 
going down between her legs 


Suddenly the door opens. Yes, Mr 
Rinvale. But not alone, he has Jenny 
with him. She is still wearing the T- 
shirt and stretch shorts. Sandra's 
eyes meet Jenny's for a second. 
What do they say? That maybe Jenny 
has been caned now? Those shorts 
have been taken down and her 
bottom has been caned. And then 
she has been allowed to pull the 
shorts up again? Is that there in 
Jenny's eyes? 


There is no real way of telling in that 


- Short eye contact. Jenny does look 


nervous, but that doesn't mean 
anything. Mr Rinvale could have 
done other things besides caning 
that would make you look nervous. 
Oh yes. 


In one quick movement pulls the 
covers off her. She gives a little 
yelp of shock. Suddenly exposed. 
Nude. 


He has come over to the side of 
Sandra's bed now in one quick 
movement pulls the covers off her. 
She gives a little yelp of shock. 
Suddenly exposed. Nude. Her hands 
automatically try to cover her boobs 
and her pussy. Mr Rinvale tells her to 
put her arms stright at her sides. His 
own hand comes over. 


'So, have you been. behaving, 
Sandra? Not touching this.’ 


His hand is cupping her pussy. She 
gives a little squeal. Shaking her 
head. Mr Rinvale's finger is inserted. 
Probing. In the wetness. He grunts. 
He calls Jenny. 


‘Tell me what you think.’ Taking 
Jenny's hand. Putting it between 
Sandra's legs. On her cunt. 


'Has she been playing with herself? 
Masturbating? | want an honest 
answer.’ 


Jenny’s face is red. She bites her lip, 
Perhaps keen to show Mr Rinvale she 
is taking this seriously she slides her 
fingers inside. In the wetness. 
Finding Sandra’s clitoris. She gulps. 


‘Uhhh ... | don’t think so . No sir.’ 


Mr Rinvale grunts, and pulls Jenny 
away. He tells Sandra she can cover 
up again. His arms go round Jenny. 
Reaching for her shorts. 


‘Let’s have them off then, shall we?’ 


Jenny’s shorts come off. Leaving her 
in just the T-shirt. Sandra, with the 
blanket pulled up to her eyes again, 
sees Jenny’s brown bush. Her pussy 
bush. Then Mr Rinvale’s hand closes 
on it. 


‘PIL be back for you shortly,’ he tells 
Sandra. ‘Just remember what | said.’ 


He goes out with Jenny. Jenny at his 


side and Mr Rinvale guiding her with 
a hand at her nude bottom. 


* * * 


A little bit later Sandra thinks she 
hears the sound of a cane. If it is not 
her imagination. The  staccato 
THWACK of a cane, followed by a 
sharp yelp. And then perhaps half a 
minute later the sounds repeated. 
But that is all. No more. : 


There is no sound now. Did her ears 
decieve her? Or :has Jenny been 
caned just twice? And then 

perhaps Mr Rinvale suggesting 
something else and Jenny gasping 
out a desperate agreement. Because 
anything is better than more of that 
mind-zapping cane. Is that possible? 


Her hand is pretty desperate to 
slide down. To her hot pussy. But 
she can't. 


She clutches the bedcovers more 
tightly. Mr-Rinvale is going to be back 
at any moment. As soon.as he has 
finished whatever he is doing with 
Jenny. Sandra can hardly stand the 
waiting. Her hand is pretty desperate 
to slide down. To her hot pussy. But 
she can't. 


Sandra tries to project her thoughts 
onto that other bedroom. To see 
what exactly is taking place. Oh God! 
It is so awful. Waiting for dreadful 
things to happen. And there is all the 
rest of today and tonight and then 
tomorrow to be endured. 


Itis alltoo much. Sandra's hand does 
slide down. To briefly stroke her 
pussy. She can't help it. Even though 
Mr Rinvale will know something, that 
she has done it. And will give her an 
awful caning. Or something else ... 
What? She doesn't dare to think 
what. She makes a whimpering 
sound, and her hand slides across 


again. 
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